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temptation was superfluous. Wallenstein did not deserve
such treatment from a man whom he had trusted as a brother,
even though such confidence was blind, and guided by visions
and starry omens. Octavio is a skilful, prudent, managing
statesman; of the kind praised loudly, if not sincerely, by
their friends, and detested deeply by their enemies. His
object may be lawful or even laudable; but his ways are
crooked; we dislike him but the more that we know not
positively how to blame him.

Octavio Piccolomini and Wallenstein are, as it were, the two
opposing forces by which this whole universe of military poli-
tics is kept in motion. The struggle of magnanimity and
strength combined with treason, against cunning and apparent
virtue, aided by law, gives rise to a series of great actions,
which are here vividly presented to our view. We mingle in
the clashing interests of these men of war ; we see them, at their
gorgeous festivals and stormy consultations, and participate in
the hopes or fears that agitate them. The subject had many
capabilities ; and Schiller has turned them all to profit. Our
minds are kept alert by a constant succession of animating
scenes of spectacle, dialogue, incident: the plot thickens and
darkens as we advance; the interest deepens and deepens to
the very end.

But among the tumults of this busy multitude, there are two
forms of celestial beauty that solicit our attention, and whose
destiny, involved with that of those around them, gives it an
importance in our eyes which it could not otherwise have had.
Max Piccolomini, Octavio's son, and Thekla, the daughter of
Wallenstein, diffuse an ethereal rediance over all this tragedy ;
they call forth the finest feelings of the heart, where other
feelings had already been aroused; they superadd to the stir-
ring pomp of scenes, which had already kindled our imagina-
tions, the enthusiasm of bright unworn humanity, " the bloom
of young desire, the purple light of love." The history of
Max and Thekla is not a rare one in poetry; but Schiller
has treated it with a skill which is extremely rare. Both of
them are represented as combining every excellence; their
affection is instantaneous and unbounded; yet the coolest,